




は、“In all of Morrison’s novels, mothers put the nurturance and protection of the children 















































　I was about to turn around and keep on my way to where the muslin was, 
when I heard him say, “No, no.  That’s not the way.  I told you to put her human 
characteristics on the left; her animal ones on the right.  And don’t forget to line them 
up.”  I commenced to walk backward, didn’t even look behind me to find out where I 
was headed.  I just kept lifting my feet and pushing back.  When I bumped up against 
a tree my scalp was prickly.  One of the dogs was licking out a pan in the yard.  I got 
to the grape arbor fast enough, but I didn’t have the muslin.  Flies settled all over your 
face, rubbing their hands.  My head itched like the devil.  Like somebody was sticking 











　“I had milk,” she said.  “I was pregnant with Denver but I had milk for my baby girl. 
I hadn’t stopped nursing her when I sent on ahead with Howard and Buglar.”
　Now she rolled the dough out with a wooden pin.  “Anybody could smell me long 
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before he saw me.  And when she saw me he’d see the drops of it on the front of my 
dress.  Nothing I could do about that.  All I knew was I had to get my milk to my baby 
girl.  Nobody was going to nurse her like me.  Nobody was going to get it to her fast 
enough, or take it away when she had enough and didn’t know it.  Nobody knew that 
she couldn’t pass her air if you held her up on your shoulder, only if she was lying on 
my knees.  Nobody knew that but me and nobody had milk but me.  I told that to the 
women in the wagon.  Told them to put sugar water in cloth to suck from so when I 
got there in a few days she wouldn’t have forgot me.  The milk would be there and I 






姑のBaby Suggsが、生き残った末娘のDenverを抱いてSetheの前に立ち、“It’s time to nurse 
your youngest,” （152）とSetheに言った時の様子は次のような具合である。
　Sethe reached up for the baby without letting the dead one go.
　Baby Suggs shook her head.  “One at a time,” she said and traded the living for the 
dead, which she carried into the keeping room.  When she came back, Sethe was aiming 
a bloody nipple into the baby’s mouth.  Baby Suggs slammed her fist on the table and 
shouted,  “Clean up!  Clean yourself up!”
　They fought then.  Like rivals over the heart of the loved, they fought. Each 
struggling for the nursing child.  Baby Suggs lost when she slipped in a Red puddle and 









　“I did it.  I got us all out.  Without Halle too.  Up till then it was the only thing I ever 
did on my own.  Decided.  And it came off right, like it was supposed to.  We was here. 
Each and every one of my babies and me too.  I birthed them and I got em out and 
it wasn’t no accident.  I did that.  I had help, of course, lots of that, but still it was me 
doing it; me saying, Go on, and Now.  Me having to look out.  Me using my own head. 
But it was more than that.  It was a kind of selfishness I never knew nothing about 
before.  It felt good.  Good and right.  I was big, Paul D, and deep and wide and when 
I stretched out my arms all my children could get in between.  I was that wide.  Look 
like I loved em more after I got here.  Or maybe I couldn’t love em proper in Kentucky 
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because they wasn’t mine to love.  But when I got here, when I jumped down off that 




奴隷の状況について、“Under those theatrical circumstances of slavery, if you made that 
claim, an unheard-of claim, which is that you are the mother of these children—that’s an 
outrageous claim for a slave woman.”３と述べている。また、Stephanie A. Demetrakopoulos
は、“The institution of slavery, the atrocity of historical time, denies Sethe her mothering 
and destroys the natural cycles of maternal bonding.”４と述べている。奴隷の女は自分の子
供を自分のものとして要求することができないのであり、Jan Furmanが、“Escape is Sethe’s 








　But I got you out, baby.  And the boys too.  When the signal for the train come, you 
all was the only ones ready.  I couldn’t find Halle or nobody.  I didn’t know Sixo was 
burned up and Paul D dressed in a collar you wouldn’t believe.  Not till later.  So I sent 
you all to the wagon with the woman who waited in the corn.  Ha ha.  No notebook 
for my babies and no measuring string neither.  What I had to get through later I got 
through because of you. Passed right by those boys hanging in the trees.  One had Paul 
A’s shirt on but not his feet or his head.  I walked right on by because only me had 
your milk, and God do what He would, I was going to get it to you.  You remember 








　Not just work, kill, or maim you, but dirty you.  Dirty you so bad you couldn’t like 
yourself anymore.  Dirty you so bad you forgot who you were and couldn’t think it up. 
And though she and others lived through and got over it, she could never let it happen to 
her own.  The best thing she was, was her children.  Whites might dirty her all right, but 









　Simple: she was squatting in the garden and when she saw them coming and 
recognized schoolteacher’s hat, she heard wings.  Little hummingbirds stuck their 
needle beaks right through her headcloth into her hair and beat their wings.  And if 
she thought anything, it was No.  No.  Nono.  Nonono.  Simple.  She just flew.  Collected 
every bit of life she had made, all the parts of her that were precious and fine and 
beautiful, and carried, pushed, dragged them through the veil, out, away, over there 
where no one could hurt them.  Over there.  Outside this place, where they would be 











　“Your love is too thick.” He said, thinking, That bitch is looking at me; she is right 
over my head looking down through the floor at me.
　“Too thick?” she said, thinking of the Clearing where Baby Suggs’ commands knocked 
the pods off horse chestnuts.  “Love is or it ain’t.  Thin love ain’t love at all.”
　“Yeah.  It didn’t work, did it?  Did it work?” he asked.
　“It worked,” she said.
　“How?  Your boys gone you don’t know where.  One girl dead, the other won’t leave 
the yard.  How did it work?”
　“They ain’t at Sweet Home.  Schoolteacher ain’t got em.”
　“Maybe there’s worse.”
　“It ain’t my job to know what’s worse.  It’s my job to know what is and to keep them 












　“Why?” he asked her.  “Why you think you have to take up for her?  Apologize for 
her?  She’s grown.”
　“I don’t care what she is.  Grown don’t mean nothing to a mother.  A child is a child. 
They get bigger, older, but grown?  What’s supposed to mean?  In  my heart it don’t 
mean a thing.”
　“It means she has to take it if she acts up.  You can’t protect her every minute. 
What’s going to happen when you die?”








　Beloved, she my daughter.  She mine.  See.  She come back to me of her own free 
will and I don’t have to explain a thing.  I didn’t have time to explain before because 
it had to be done quick.  Quick.  She had to be safe and I put her where she would be. 
But my love was tough and she back now.  I knew she would be.  Paul D ran her off so 
she had no choice but to come back to me in the flesh.  I bet you Baby Suggs, on the 
other side, helped.  I won’t never let her go.  I’ll explain to her, even though I don’t have 
to.  Why I did it.  How if I hadn’t killed her she would have died and that is something 
I could not bear to happen to her.  When I explain it she’ll understand, because she 
























　“No time.  They wasn’t no time.  Not none.  Soon as I got one day done here come a 
night.  With you all coughin’ and me watchin’ so TB wouldn’t take you off and if you 
was sleepin’ quiet I thought, O Lord, they dead and put my hand over your mouth to 




　Eva’s last child, Plum, to whom she hoped to bequeath everything, floated in a 
constant swaddle of love and affection, until 1917 when he went to war.  He returned 
to the States in 1919 but did not get back to Medallion until 1920.  He wrote letters 
from New York, Washington, D.C. , and Chicago full of promises of homecomings, but 
there was obviously something wrong.  Finally some two or three days after Christmas, 
he arrived with just the shadow of his old dip-down walk.  His hair had been neither 
cut nor combed in months, his clothes were pointless and he had no socks.  But he did 
have a black bag, a paper sack, and a sweet, sweet smile. . . .  Hannah watched and 
Eva waited.  Then he began to steal from them, take trips to Cincinnati and sleep for 
days in his room with the record player going.  He got even thinner, since he ate only 
snatches of things at beginnings or endings of meals.  It was Hannah who found the 







　She sat down and gathered Plum into her arms.  He woke, but only slightly.
　“Hey, man.  Hey.  You holdin’ me, Mamma?”  His voice was drowsy and amused.  He 
chuckled as though he had heard some private joke.  Eva held him closer and began 
to rock.  Back and forth she rocked him, her eyes wandering around his room. . . . 
Rocking, rocking, listening to Plum’s occasional chuckles, Eva let her memory spin, loop 
and fall.  Plum in the tub that time as she leaned over him.  He reached up and dripped 
water into her bosom and laughed.  She was angry, but not too, and laughed with him.
　“Mamma, you so purty.  You so purty, Mamma.”
　Eva lifted her tongue to the edge of her lip to stop the tears from running into her 
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　This scene, a mother killing her beloved child, is, at least for me, “the most poignant 
and harrowing passage” of the text.  What I see in this passage is not callousness or 
vengeance, as the critics suggest, but a maternal anguish so deep that it is ultimately 
unpresentable in language.  Eva’s pain can only be glimpsed and signified by the 
prediscursive language of her maternal body.  Eva expresses her love for her son 







　“He give me such a time.  Such a time. . . .  It was such a carryin’ on to get him 
born and to keep him alive.  Just to keep his little heart beating and his little old 
lungs cleared and look like when he came back from that war he wanted to git back 
in.  After all that carryin’ on, just gettin’ him out and keepin’ him alive, he wanted to 
crawl back in my womb and well . . . I ain’t got the room no more even if he could do 
it.  There wasn’t space for him in my womb.  And he was crawlin’ back.  Being helpless 
and thinking baby thoughts and dreaming baby dreams and messing up his pants again 
and smiling all the time.  I had room enough in my heart, but not in my womb, not no 
more.  I birthed him once.  I couldn’t do it again.  He was growed, a big old thing. . . .  I 
done everything I could to make him leave me and go on and live and be a man but he 
wouldn’t and I had to keep him out so I just thought of a way he could die like a man 





　Eva couldn’t see Hannah clearly for the tears, but she looked up at her anyway and 
said, by way of apology or explanation or perhaps just by way of neatness, “But I held 
him close first, Real close.  Sweet Plum.  My baby boy.”
　Long after Hannah turned and walked out of the room, Eva continued to call his 







“Like Sethe’s murder of Beloved, Eva must murder Plum out of love, when the alternative 




　She rolled up to the window and it was then she saw Hannah burning.  The flames 
from the yard fire were licking the blue cotton dress, making her dance.  Eva knew 
there was time for nothing in this world other than the time it took to get there and 
cover her daughter’s body with her own.  She lifted her heavy frame up on her good 
leg, and with fists and arms smashed the windowpane.  Using her stump as a support 
on the window sill, her good leg as a lever, she threw herself out of the window.  Cut 
and bleeding she clawed the air trying to aim her body toward the flaming, dancing 
figure.  She missed and came crashing down some twelve feet from Hannah’s smoke. 
Stunned but still conscious, Eva dragged herself toward her first born, but Hannah, her 











　It didn’t occur to him to stop Pilate—her mouth was not moving and her earring 
flashed fire—but he did follow her, as did Hagar, around to the back of the house, where 
approaching the man from the back, she whipped her right arm around his neck and 
positioned the knife at the edge of his heart.  She waited until the man felt the knife 
point before she jabbed it skillfully about a quarter of an inch through his shirt into the 
skin.  Still holding his neck, so he couldn’t see but could feel the blood making his shirt 
sticky, she talked to him.10
男の心臓の縁に庖丁を突きつけると、Pilateはワイシャツの上から四分の一インチほど、庖丁
を男の皮膚に突き刺して、男に話しかける。
　“Now, I’m not going to kill you, honey.  Don’t you worry none.  Just be still a minute, 
the heart’s right here, but I’m not going to stick it any deeper.  Cause if I stick it any 
deeper, it’ll go straight through your heart.  So you have to be real still, you hear?  You 
can’t move a inch cause I might lose control.  It’s just a hole now, honey, no more’n a pin 
scratch.  You might lose about two tablespoons of blood, but no more.  And if you’re real 
still, honey, I can get it back out without no mistake.  But before I do that, I thought 
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we’d have a little talk.”（93-94）
ここでPilateは、男を巧みに脅しながら、自分の話を聞くように迫り、子供に対する母親の思
いを語る。
　“You see, darlin, that there is the only child I got. . . .  Women are foolish, you know, 
and mamas are the most foolish of all.  And you know how mamas are, don’t you?  You 
got a mama, ain’t you?  Sure you have, so you know what I’m talking about.  Mamas 
get hurt and nervous when somebody don’t like their children.  First real misery I ever 
had in my life was when I found out somebody—a little teeny tiny boy it was—didn’t 
like my little girl.  Made me so mad, I didn’t know what to do.  We do the best we can, 
but we ain’t got the strength you men got.  That’s why it makes so sad if a grown man 
start beating up one of us.  You know what I mean?  I’d hate to pull this knife out and 
have you try some other time to act mean to my little girl.  Cause one thing I know for 
sure: Whatever she done, she’d been good to you.  Still, I’d hate to push it in more and 





　The man struggled for breath and Pilate eased up on his throat but not his heart.
　“Lemme go,” he whispered.
　“Hmmmmm?”
　“Lemme go,  I . . . won’t never . . . put a hand on her.  I promise.”
　“A real promise, sugar?”
　“Yeah.  I promise.  You won’t never see me no more.”
　Reba sat on the ground, her arms around her knees, staring through her unswollen 
eye at the scene as though she were at a picture show.  Her lip was split and her cheek 
was badly bruised, and though her skirt and hands were stained with her effort to stop 
the blood pouring from her nose, a little still trickled down.
　Pilate plucked the knife out of the man’s shirt and took her arm away.  He lurched 
a little, looked down at the blood on his clothes and up at Pilate, and licking his lips, 
backed all the way to the side of the house under Pilate’s gaze.  Her lips didn’t start 
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